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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Went down to Acton and helped Mr. Passmore 
Edwards, the donor—and Mr. Choate, the American Ambassador— 
to open the new Free Library there. Mr. Edwards has got into 
quite a habit of giving these libraries round, and we’re getting so 
used to them that we shall soon be asking for them whenever we 
want them, and feeling quite injured if we don’t get them. 


A COMING NEMESIS, 


If the appetite, as erudite philosophers have said 
(And there’s very often sense in what they say), 
Has a way of simply growing on whatever it is fed, 
Mr. Edwards will be suffering some day! 
For the longer he continues in this patriotic game, 
Though (which nobody is likely to deny) 
‘* Passmore Edwards” is undoubtedly the donor’s proper 
name, 
‘“‘ Pass more Libraries’ they’ll call him by and bye! 


Went down to Mentmore and brought Lord Rosebery back to town. 
Then went and had very happy time at the New Gallery with some 
Old Masters. Later on dined with the Article Club, also with a lot 
of poor and crippled children at the Mansion House. Supped with 
Dr. Barnardo and his little lot at Limehouse. 


Thursday.—Went down to Guildhall early, and started the Lord 
Mayor and Sheriffs enrolling the new Volunteer Yeomanry. Hav- 
ing got them well into the swing—it looked like their having a busy 
time !—I made off to Gatwick just to eee the end of the first 
January meeting, which I did, also the end of some hard-earned 
gold! Got over to Paris in time to see the end of the trial of the 
“Traitors,” or ‘‘ Patriots,” or whatever you like to call the curious 
creatures. As they were condemned there is peace for awhile, at 
any rate. 

A CLOSE TIME, 


When the “‘ patriot ” talks there’s no stopping his jaw, 
And he deals out tirades by the mile, 
By way of expressing his views of the Law 
And excreting superfluous bile. 
The tide of the torrent is not to be stemmed 
By the man who is lacking in guile— 
But still, Dérouléde and the rest are condemned, 
So they have “‘ shut them up” for awhile! 


Had a little private peep at the Educational Exhibition collection 
at the Imperial Institute, and discovered that there are several 
things I know nothing about. Didn’t care to push that investiga- 
tion too far, so hurried home to dinner with an unimpaired 
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appetite. Afterwards went and heard Commander Scott Wilcox 
discourse on “The growth of our Navy” at the Royal United 
Service Institute, Whitehall. After that looked in on Mr. Boys 
at the Royal Institute before going to bed. Rare larks for the 
—" Discovered a lot more “ things not generally known ”’ 
y me 


Friday.—Got H.R.H. safely and comfortably down to the 
Imperial Institute, and helped him open that Educational Exhibi- 
tion. But the thing really made me quite nervous with its 
erudition, so I decamped at the first available opportunity and hid 
my diminutive head in the Dudley Gallery and looked at land- 
scapes until I recovered my moral tone. Vers interesting land- 
scapes, by the way—very soothing. 


Saturday.—Passed most of the day among football—wandered 
back and forth from Socker to Rugby and back again, and saw a 
lot of good play and plenty of mud. Quite enjoyed my bed after 
all the exertions those fellows went through. 


Monday.—Plow-Monday this was. Went into the City and saw 
the quaint old ceremony of “ rendering" the accounts, and pondered 
the time-worn problem how to pay my landlady’s last quarter 
before she summonses me. Saw the Duke of Connaught off to 
Ireland, and, after dinner, took H.R.H. to the Stock Exchange 
Orchestra’s ‘‘ smoker,” and stayed till all was cerulean—with smoke. 


Tuesday.—Saw the Duchess of Albany off to Germany in good 
style, then saw that the Kaiser had been sending a telegram about 
South Africa. Got quite a start, but it turned out to be all right. 
By the way, what a lot of hysterics is going on about the war. 
Some people seem to think that Britons can never be beaten in 
battle under any circumstances. ‘‘ Lord! their confidence! ”’ as 
the bard remarks. 


OUR WAY, 


Oh, when we go to meet the foe, 
We know the way to shout! 

“ With one hand tied behind, we’ll go 
And wipe the ars out "— 

And when we find the foeman can 
Score off us at the game, 

We fly around to find a man 
On whom to fix the blame! 


Dined with the London Chamber of Commerce and a lot of Cabinet 
Ministers. Went and heard Mr. Boys at the Royal Institute again 
felt quite young myself. ‘‘ We were boys, merry, merry boys '’— 
Mr. Boys really must excuse us—we all keep doing it. Wearesuch 
wags ! 
. THE SpPorrer. 





No. 1,810. 











— oo 


itor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
























































= ae 


ae 





JANUARY 16, 1900, 








ER Se ere eA NOON 
SS = 


PE Snipe 


Wy 
y 
j 
yA 
Hh / 


GS Hh 
/ YW. 4 HV, 
/ Ni df 
4 /, Osi / fh) 
/ 


(j 








caller ¢ \ aah 
Mh, We NG 
TAN fl i} nay \ \\ A / 
A bidith \ \ 


\ ‘ 


oe ~ 
ms + 


lft f4 V7 L/ Pf p 
YY | 
Yidedes Vee ‘4, 


THE BRUTE! 


‘Oh, Algernon, I have felt so poorly all day. 


every time I cough.” 


‘* What the dickens do you cough for, then?” 


I have a fearful pain on my right side 














The Wooing of Adelgiza. 


A PASSIONATE BALLADE IN SIX 
FYTTES. 

Fytre ve Firrx (Part II.): YE Gory 
MURDFRS. 


Tuer doggie howled within the house, 
The maiden wept full sore— 
But Marmaduke in mid carouse 
Forgot to lock the door. 
Josiah and Adolphus crept 
Behind some whisky kegs, 
Where Marmaduke securely slept 
With sprawling, outstretched legs. 
The noise they made disturbed his rest, 
He ope’d a wicked eye— 
Josiah caught him by the vest, 
‘« Villain —prepare to die! ”’ 
‘“ For many years I’ve followed you 
In thorny ways of sin— 
Your bill of crime at last is due, 
We'll fight—the best shall win.” 
“ You're two to one,” said Marmaduke, 
‘‘Tt seems a ‘horrid shame.” 
Adolphus said, ‘‘ Do not rebuke, 
I’m umpire of this game.”’ 
Then up and down that murderous pair, 
Like tiger cats they fought— 
Adolphus marked each round with care, 
And quite enjoyed the sport. 


Round after round they fought full well, 
With murder all a-fire— 

Sometimes Adolphus “ Time,” would yell 
But still they did not tire. 

With many a gash their coats were rent 
And flecked with crimson streaks— 

Their eyes like wicked lightnings sent, 
Above their blood-stained cheeks. 

Josiah’s dagger bright did gleam. 
He bounded from the floor, 

And Marmaduke with dreadful scream 
Lay weltering in his gore. 

But as he fell his strong right hand 
Clutched fast Josiah’s coat— 

And soon a knife thrust, deftly planned, 
Had caught him in the throat. 

So side by side those villains twain 
Lay deathly cold and still— 

They'd settled their accounts with pain, 
And both had paid the bill. 


Adolphus hurried up the stair 
To still his love’s alarms— 
The maiden with discretion rare 

Just fainted in his arms. 








Now, Lads, All Together! 


Comes every mother’s son of you 
Sail out, and bring a gun with you 
And copi-s of yéur Fun with you 

To keep your face a smiling while you float. 
I hear a mighty trumpet sound, 
To draw you to the battle-ground, 


Where heroes have been ‘‘ hit " and “* downed ” 


In hundreds, by the sniping croucher smote. 


Two lucky, plucky ‘*‘ Medalled”’ men 
Will mass your might, and tell you when 
To dash against the ‘‘ Boery ” den 
And crumple Coffee-Kruger in his throne, 
Be sure you make him leave the “ chair,” 
And seat your own Victoria there 
To settle matters “ fair and square,” 
With every man a-reaping what he's sown, 


Ho, every mi ther’s son of you 


‘ 





You'll soon be such a mighty wave, 

The robber, from his heighty cave 

Will tumble to his nighty grave 
Without a crape, a coffin, or a shroud. 


E’en should you lose your Ladysmith, 
And things grow rather shady with 
A place or two; the pay day with 

A dividend colossal soon will come. 
Our present ‘‘ back-sets ’’ are the roots 
Descending deep, to bear the fruits 
Destined to grace, so fair, the shoots 


Where man and bee shall make garden ‘‘ hum.” 











_(‘*General French has recently been giving an excellent illustra- 
tion of the proper mode of conducting warfare with the Boers.’’— 


General Ideas. 


Daiiy Telegraph, January 2nd.} 


Butier and Methuen, Gatacre, White 
Are generals eager and plucky in fight, 
They're English and Jris/] is } 























































































ie De Sato . 
PPI SEA CEI NB RIGS . 





NS SP 2 sie 3 . ee Ry MOST Sy ee ae 











RY 


air, 


ure, 


1ed, 


ain, 








og Sina edema 


OBrien 1 











January 16, 1900. 


———————— 

















The Lost Guns. 
(‘A Devon-lad’s devotion.” —Vide Daily Mail.] 


THE guns—(our forces had ere this retired—) 
Were guarded by some Devons, eight or ten, 

In the ravine; the foe, too, doubtless fired 

By some such knowledge, riding up, desired 
The party to surrender, there and then. 


‘Go back, you Boers, we don’t surrender, No!” 
The Colonel cried—the Devons stood around— 

On this a stalwart man, one of the foe, 

His Mauser clubbed and with a savage blow 
Quick felled him, like a bullock, to the ground. 


A soldier’s bayonet glinted in the sun, 

One lightning thrust, and to the hilt well-driven, 
That Boer lay pinned, his earthly mission done; 
A shot ! the daring Devon, too, had won 

A hero’s death, his young life nobly given ! 








What about To-morrow ? 
(Mr. Clement Scott’s ‘‘Drama of Yesterday and To-day” is a 


two-volume book containing 1,084 pages. ] 


On yesterday’s drama good Scott descants, 
He dilates on to-day’s good drama: 
But the indolent reader allows and grants 
(As the two heavy vols. he before him plants) 
That he feels like the boy who, affrighted, pants 
O’er his Alpha, Beta, and Gamma! 


Tis an excellent work, you may safely bet : 
But the would-be peruser sorrows 

(As his eyes by its ponderous bulk are met) 

To reflect that, before he can hope to get 

To its far-distant finish, the sun will set 
On a thousand and one to-morrows ! 








The Scapegoat Herd. 


(SUGGESTED BY F.C.G’s CARTOON—WITH APOLOGIES.) 


‘‘ Won’T you move a little faster ?’’ said the enterprising Mail, 
“There’s the Public just behind you, and it’s treading on your 


tail.”’ 


See how eagerly our soldiers are awaiting the ‘ advance’ ! 
On the Modder and Tugela. D 
Will you, won’t you, dear Sir Michael, make an adequate advance, 
Or you'll find the ‘‘ B.P. ” lead you such an irritating dance ? 


As to Wolseley, had he warning of the trouble there would be— 

Of the guns we sadly needed, all for want of £s. d.? 

Do you think there’s any question that he begged a slight advance 
To be equal with the ‘“‘ Creusots”’ Kruger got from friendly France ? 
And that Lansdowne said, ‘‘Too much! too much!” and gave a 





the question of finance! 


look askance, 


Quite unconscious that the Daily Mail would lead him such a 


dance— 


* Would not, could not (now prepared to) make the much-required 


advance ?’’ 








A Nice Mouthful. 


(Mr. G. Graham Forster, the well-known North London dental 


surgeon, has offered his services free to members of the City of 
London Imperial Volunteers before they start for the front. The 
offer has been gratefully accepted by the Lord Mayor.] 


A toothsome offer this, I think ; 
He’ll make them all right-about-face, 
And when they go out to the front 
They’ll ‘“‘ show their teeth ”’ to the Boer race. 














Artificial Limbs. 
(‘‘ Mr. W. C. Longmate, artificial limb-maker, of Peterborough 
and Lincoln, has presented £200 worth of artificial limbs to Lady 


White’s.relief fund.”— Vide Press. ] 


A handy way to get an arm, 
’T will sweeten ‘‘ mis’ry’s cup ”’ ; 
And so poor Tommy A. will find 
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A Serenade, in the South. 


List ! to my soul-stirring murmurs 
Wooing from spells of sweet sleep ; 

Visions enchanting of dreamland ; 
Voice of mine, ringing full deep. 








Comes then response most amazing, 


Flash-light on kopje appears ; 


Thousands of rifles then blazing ; 
Foes scared with wildest of fears. 


Silence then seemed to be falling; 





Deep’ning the shadows of night ; 
Suddenly echoes appalling 


3urst amidst fierce, blinding light. 


Causing a thrilling diversion, 
Scaring our foes, not in vain; 


Music is mine! 
Wonder! 


The Genius of Eugene. 


No aspersion ! 
I’m “‘ Joe Chamberlain.” 


J. H. OaKLey. 


THERE is such a thing as being too clever, and, when one is so, 
instead of doing any good, it is apt to lead one into unpleasant com- 
Some people seem to think that Mr. President Kruger 
is built something that way, but, be that as it may, as we shall 
see in the long run, there is no doubt that M. Eugene M——, an 
ingenious Gascon, is almost quite too adroit. Hugene annexed 
40,000 francs belonging to an old lady, then he laid out a few of the 
benders in the purchase of two boxes, iu which he deposited the rest 
of his plunder, and buried them under a tree. Afterwards he took 
a sort of photo in writing of the tree and its entourage, and put it 
in a pocket-book, which he lost. The pocket-book and snapshot 
fell into the hands of the police, who went and dug up the boxes, 
and voila tout, as Eugene, who was extradited at Bow Street the 


plications. 


other day, has sadly said. 


clever. 


Yes, it is too true: Eugene was too 
If he had not been so clever, but like other stupid rogues, 


he would have buried the boxes without the shekels, and banking 
bout his own person have got 


them in a m 


clear off 
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Contraband! 


EKRgrcocEge :— 


H, come bobble vs 
, 
pon you I ca 
‘. 
Pray do pot be siliy 
* * 
Amuse iittie Pau! 


Be neutral like Schreiner 

But don’t cut it iner— 

Let's play with your “ liner 
Till Britain sings small! 

Ob, Willie, we've missed you, 
Have Joubert and I— 

With that fine mailéd fist you 
Poke into each pie— 

We've grieved for you greatly, 

Our William so stately ; 

You have not wired lately, 
Now, why is that, why? 

First, I thought: “ He's forgetting 
This race of his race ; 

Or he's given up betting 
On ‘ Boers’ for a place! 
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You be ttle child 
Your impudent mocking 

Will drive Britain wild 
You are really too beady 
So steady, Paul. steadv— 
My fleet isn’t ready, 

So pray draw it mild 


I am neutral; and passive 
I mean to remain ; 

Though mighty and massive 
On land, it is plain 

That it’s useless denying 

I find my life trying 

When squadrons are fiying, 
So, never again! 

Yet, as Fatherland’s daughter 
Upon me you cry, 
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He will argue night and dar, 

But I much regret to say, 

If he’s stumped for a retort, his temper’s 
short. 

And he has one fav'rite mot, 

Which I'll quote, * I told you so 

When he finds that in a corner he is 
caught. 

Should you meet by any hap, 

This exasperating 

Then just take him 

manner bland, 
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Ar dmit, with jocund air 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


The Masked Ball is 
a regular ‘Criterion 
piece’’ of the old- 
fashioned order, capi- 
tally played by the 
Criterion company (in 
a somewhat lowered 
key since the first 
night,I gather). In- 
deed, with such a 
resourceful quartette 
as Mr. Seymour 
Hicks as the mer- 
curial young man, 
Miss Ellaline Terriss 
as the charming and 
attractive heroine, 
Mr. Standing in his 
practised form as the 
henpecked and ‘* pec- 
cadilloed’’ husband, 
and Miss Fanny 
Brough in her fa- 
vourite character of 
the jealous wife, the 
fun will assuredly be 
made the most of and 
in the most artistic 
style. For the play 
itself, I don’t like it 
—I think it, on the 
whole, a trifle dull, 
and the “intoxi- 
catled ” incident is 
distinctly objection- 
able and no more 
funny than the grin 
of a death mask. 





AT THE CRITERION. 


The officers and N.C.O.’s of the 17th Lancers who are pro- 
ceeding to the front visited the Alhambra last week to witness the 
new military ballet display, Soldiers of the Queen, and hear Sir 
Arthur Sullivan’s and Kipling’s ‘‘ Absent-minded Beggar.”’ 


THe Society or MINIATURE PaINTERS,—Messrs. W. : 
Orchardson, R.A., Val C. Prinsep, R.A., and Briton Riviere, R.A., 
have become honorary members. Miss Mary L. Gow, R.I., Miss 
Annie Merrylees, Mrs. M. Llewellyn, Miss Pyke-Knott, and Messrs. 
Tom Browne, George C. Haité, and C. Kirchmayr have been 
elected members. The private view of the fifth annual exhibition 
will take place on Tuesday, 16th inst., at the Modern Gallery, 175, 
Bond Street, W. The exhibition will be open to the public from 
the 17th inst. to the 24th of February. 


H.R.H. the Princess Christian has visited Mr. MqlLean's Gall: ry 
and graciously opened the private view of Funk's recent English 
portraits. 


“The British Almanac and Family Cyclopedia” for the present 
year is a wonderful shillingsworth of practical, everyday informa- 
tion. The most remarkable feature is that, in addition to its 
merits as a household book of reference, each copy contains coupons 
entitling every purchaser to many tangible advantages, at absolutely 
no cost, and these are valued at 7s. The almanac is published by 
Charles Letts and Company. 


Paris Exuipitiox, 1900.—Dunville and Company Limited, 
3elfast, have secured from the contractors, Messrs. Slaters 
Limited, the contract for the sole supply of Irish whisky to the 
British section of the exhibition. 


—— - ———— 


Flowery Language. 


At the fortnightly show held by the Royal Horticultural Society 
recently, among the exhibits which came in for prominent atten- 
tion, two new varieties of primulas, named respectively ‘ Lord 
Roberts’? and ‘‘General French,’ were the most conspicuous. 
Very appropriate, for Lord Roberts and General French are certainly 
among the ‘ flower’ of the army, and we hope they will bloom in 
Africa in the most luxuriant manner, so to say. It will be a 
‘* blooming "’ shame if they don’t, and we trust they will be up to all 


the Boer ‘1 
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Sir George White on his Victory at 
Ladysmith. 


Gtokry is thine at last, O noble chief, 
Not all can straightway show their varied charms, 
And now thy country, with extended arms, 
Waits to embrace thee, tho’ it was with grief 
She heard of thee when something of relief 
She had expected ; for ’midst war’s alarms 
So much of doubt is heard that passion warms, 
Exaggerating error, tho’ but brief. 
And it is thus the mystery of things 
Lies listless, and our judgment is at fault. 
Forward we look, but what our journey brings 
We know not till we suddenly must halt, 
With truth before us. Confidence now clings 
To thee, brave chief, thy deeds our pride exalt. 


Misjudging the “ Wessy.” 


A SONG OF THE SILLINESS OF JUMPING AT 


CONCLUSIONS. 


[‘* We have no hesitation in saying that some of the books used in 
London schools—especially Bibles 


are a fruitful source of injury.” 


— Westminster Gazette, January 9th. | 





THE years have come, and the years have passed ; 
And, up to the evening of Tuesday last, 

Two thousand one hundred and thirty-three 
Westminster Gazettes had been bought by me. 
And the reason I started to take that print 

When it first began, was its founder’s hint 

That its contents all would be nightly seen 

On sheets of the ‘ billiard table’s green,”’ 

Which, in train or tram, wouldn’t tax and try 
The weakest and wobbliest human eye! 


For my sight, you see, is of sights the worst. 
But the paper I took for my ‘ peepers”’ first 

I learned to admire for itself—until 

(On the eve I have mentioned) a sudden thrill 
Of aversion into my brain did jump, 

And I banged it down with an angry bump. 

I had chanced to see, o’er my hasty tea, 
Three-and-twenty words: and I cried, ‘‘ Ah, me! 
Never, never again, till the day I die, 

Shall this horrible journal confront mine eye! ”’ 


I’m an olive paternal, with branches four; 

And I hold with the teaching of Scripture lore 
Both in Sunday school and in week-day school. 
So it made the blood in my veins run cool 

To find a hint, in my favourite print, 

That damage to infants was done by dint 

Of the Holy Book! And awry grimace 

I made, to think of that statement base, 

Which I strongly felt I must needs decry 

As both *‘ Betty Martin ” and ‘‘ All my eye!” 
Inquired my wife why I scowled and sneered, 
And I told what iron my soul had seared. 

And she took the Wessy, and looked, and laughed, 
ixclaiming: ‘*‘ Good man, are you clean gone daft ? 
Would you, then, such « drastic conclusion draw 
From a single sentence? Nay, hold your jaw, 
And read the context!” . . I did as bid, 
And behind the Wessy’s green page I hid 

My purpled face. For I learned (with shame) 
That the writer hadn’t the faintest aim 

To utter a hint of the faintest kind 

That the Bible was bad for the childish mind— 
But would merely the print in that Book decry 
As a damaging thing to the childish eye ! 








Long-Lived. 
[Donkeys are the longest-lived domestic animals. ] 


No one, I fancy, would doubt this, 
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Qui S’Excuse S’Accuse; or the Absent- 
Minded Optimists. 
A TRAGIC FARCE, IN ONE CABINET COUNCIL. 
ScENE: The Foreign Office. 
DRAMATIS PERSON” :— 
Arthur James Balfour ...... The Man of the Moment. 


Lord Salisbury... .crccccccess The Man of the Moment After. 

Joseph Chamberlain......++. The Man of Destiny. 

Lord Lansdowne .......e00+ The Man Who Did (His Best). 

BE ME he Sh kweeieceseas The Old Man of the Sea. 

Sir M. Hicks-Beach.......... The Man Who Makes Ends Meet. 
AND 

The Duke of Devonshire...... The Man of Few Words. 


Lord Halsbury, Mr. Chaplin, Mr. Walter Long, Lord George 
Hamilton, etc., etc. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the Cabinet talking matters over.) 


Salisbury.— You explained the matter thoroughly?” 

Balfour.—‘‘ Thoroughly! I went into details. I explained that 
we meant well; that we thought nothing could possibly happen; 
that we had absolutely no reason to expect that anything would 
happen ; and that, as usual, it was the unexpected that did happen. 
I added that nothing worth speaking about had happened; that 
everything was more or less inevitable; and I asked them fairly, as 
men of the world, how were we to know ?”’ 

Devonshire (grimly).—‘* Well, I’m sure that ought to have satisfied 
them. The most philosophic doubter living couldn’t very well take 
exception to an explanation so lucid and so very satisfactory.” 

Goschen.—‘‘ I trust you mentioned the transports, and the way 
the Admiralty had risen to the occasion.” 

Balfour. —“‘ Certainly! I piled it on thick. I mentioned that 
never in the history of the world had an army of so many 
thousands been transported to the uttermost ends of the earth so 
expeditiously. That’showI put it. I referred them fearlessly to 
the history of the world, and left them to look the facts up for 
themselves.” 

Goschen.— Precisely. I always find that the history of the 
world is the best work to refer to when you are speaking to a mixed 
audience. It sets them thinking, and gives you time to change the 
subject. At the same time, everyone must admit that our transport 
arrangements have been marvellous. Supposing we hadn’t thought 
of using steam—supposing we had sent our men over in fishing 
smacks! Why, they wouldn't be there now! And if they were 
not there now, should we have seen the unparalled triumphs of 
strategic intelligence which we have seen ? ”’ 

Lansdowne.—t Of course not. Then think of the Reserves. 
Why they came up to a man directly they were called. I hope you 
mentioned that!” 

Balfour.—‘‘I did. I said that never in the history of the world, 
never had Reserves turned up in such surprising numbers.” 

Lansdowne.—‘‘ Well, that was my idea anyway. I said, if you 
remember, ‘ Now's the time, such an opportunity may never occur 
again, let us call up the Reserves, and see if they'll come.’ That’s 
what I said, didn’t I, now?”’ 

——" Yes, I fancy I did hear you say something to that 
effect.’’ 

Lansdowne.—‘* And they came. I was never more surprised in all 
my life. Why,in one or two instances, they turned up before there 
was anything ready forthem. But, I’m proud to say, the War 
Office was equal to the emergency, we just sent them for a twelve 
hours’ walk, while we got things a bit straight.” 

Salisbury.—‘‘ How did you get over the reverses ?’’ 

Balfour.—‘I denied it! Wouldn’t hear of it at any price.” 

All.—“‘ Bravo!”’ (Prolonged applause.) 

Balfour.— Yes, I flatly denied that there had been any reverses. 
I remembered the ‘ French’ word for reverse, ‘ accident,’ just in 
time, and got out of the difficulty beautifully. Besides, I said that 
such things were inevitable.”’ ‘ 

Goschen.—“ Precisely. So they are. That’s how I always put it 
myself. If there’s anything wrong call it ‘inevitable,’ and if you’re 
In a tight place, callit ‘splendid,’and there you are. Icongratulate 
you, Balfcur, heartily. A few more speeches like that and we shall 
have the whole country with us.’ 

Chamberlain.—‘I think I shall run down to Birmingham next 
week, and say what J think—— ” 
an Oh, I shouldn’t if I were you—anything but 

at ! ” 

Chamberlain (stiffly).—‘‘I really fail to understand you, Lans- 
downe.”’ i. 

Lansdown “ Well, I meant that now Balfour has put the 
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Chamberlain.—* Oh, of course, if you think I should do any harm, 
I'll refrain. I’m the last man to push myself where I’m not 
wanted, I’m sure! Mens conscia recti, as we used to say in my 
college days, is good enough for me.” 

Salisbury.— I trust your not offended, Chamberlain. Personally 
I enjoy your speeches immensely, but—er—at present—er—pray 
don’t—to oblige me.” 

Chamberlain.—‘‘It seems to me that I'm not wanted here—(rises 
proudly; they all look pleased. Sits again; their faces fall.) But 
I'll stay in spite of everything!” 

Lansdowne.—-‘‘ Did you bring in the Artillery, Balfour?” 

Balfour.—“ Certainly ; I told them that you couldn't have every- 
thing. I explained that if your Artillery’s mobile you can’t hit any- 
thing with it, and if it isn’t mobile you can’t take it with you, 
and that we have our artillery mobile, so that we can take it with 
us, and then, if we do have to leave it behind us, it’s of no use to 
anybody.”’ 

Lansdowne.—“ Surely you didn’t say that!” 

Balfour.—** Oh, I went into details. I explained that the mobile 
gun, which never hits anything, fires a very deadly charge called 
shrapnel, while the heavier guns only fire shells, which do no damage 
to anything, even if they do hit it.” 

Lansdowne.— Well, you've done it now ! my dear fellow —— 

Balfour.—* But you told me ——” 

Lansdowne.—*' Oh, I like that, J told you! Good heavens!" 

Balfour.—*1 added, of course, that the European armies were 
using the same weapons of a cheaper and inferior kind. The 
audience seemed pleased to hear that.’ 

Chamberlain.—‘‘ But you mentioned the Colonies.” 

Balfour.—*Of course. I said how proud we all were of our 
Colonies. I said that the one idea of Downing Street is, was, and 
ever had been to foster and cherish our children beyond the sea, and 
how glad and surprised we were to find them loyal to the mother 
country.”’ 

Chamberlain.—‘‘Oh, I shouldn’t have said that! Surprised 
at their loyalty! I shouldn’t have dreamt of saying a thing like 
that.”’ 

Balfour.—“ Very likely not. But we all have our ways of doing 
things. Ingenuous surprise is the card I play. I pointed out what 
a wonderful and providential thing it was that the Colonies had 
entered into the spirit of the thing; and I added a few words about 
‘ungauged and unmeasured strength of this Empire’—rather a 
fine phrase, I venture to imagine!”’ 

Lansdowne.— Very fine. Ungauged and unmeasured, I should 
think it was. Why, when I started I hadn’t the remotest 
idea ——”’ 

Balfour.—‘‘ Just so! That’s what I said. The whole thing from 
beginning to end has been one huge surprise.” 

Beach.—* Did you say anything about the cost?” 

Balfour.—‘‘ No, I thought I'd leave that to you!” 

Beach.—“‘ Thanks! That was very sweet of you! I rather fancy 
the cost will be another surprise. I made a rough estimate the 
other day—-and—it was—it really was!”’ 

Salisbury.—‘‘ The next General Election, too, unless we are very 
careful, will cause some astonishment. What do you say, Duke?” 

Devonshire.—‘‘ Nothing. It is the best thing to be said at the 
present moment.” 

Balfour.—‘‘ Oh, I don’t know! I fancy I've cleared the air a bit.” 

Goschen.— Yes, I think myself a flambuoyant speech at times 
does good. It proves that all is for the best-——” 

All.—“ In the best of all possible worlds.” 
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Answers. 


‘“PUN’S” CHRISTMAS PUZZLES PUBLISHED 
DECEMBER 26ru. 
1. Santa, Satan. 
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ENTE RB 

AT ORES 

RENT 8B 

a oe Se ee 
3. Holly, Polly, Molly, dolly, folly, jolly, golly. 
4. Boy, Bob, Box, bow, Boz. 
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MEN WERE DECEIVERS EVER. 


Amy.—‘‘ Why did you not keep your appointment with me yesterday at St. James’s 
Hall? ”’ 


Fred.—“ Really, I'm awfully sorry. I was waiting in the restaurant.”’ 


Amy.—‘‘Oh, you earn your living by gratuities, do you? You told me you were 
employed at a bank.” 





“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun s ’’ WaSHERWOMAN, 
Bravo, General White! ’E made 

things look a bit black for the Boers wen 

’e repulsed ’em ‘‘all along the rails’’—I 

mean line. It’s a pity Buller couldn’t 

‘ave managed to get up, an’ put a 

finishin’ touch to the magnificent display 

of bravery by our nobel fellers. Lady- 
smith ain’t ’xackly on ’er “ larst legs.” 

Surely gallant Tommy Atkins won’t 

desert a ‘‘lady in distress,” though, of 

course, it depends on ’is leaders. General 

French—French by name, but British 

by natur’—’as done some smart work, 

too, notwithstandin’ the unfortinit loss 
of so many of the Suffolks in killed, 
wounded, an’ prisoners. They ses that 
the Boers is gettin’ short of food, that 
they’re eatin’ their ’orses, an’ lootin’ the 

Kaffirs’ cattle; the Kaffirs won’t stand 

this, it isn’t meat that they should, to 

my idear. 

The native chiefs in Indy are actin’ 
in the most loyal manner: these natives 
are worth more than three-an’-six a 
dozen; they don’t seem to mind wot 
they ‘‘ shell out,’ so long as they can ’elp 
Old England. 

It is reported that Messrs. Krupp are 
supplyin’ the Boers with lyddite shells. 
If true, Essen it a pity ? 09392 

Mr. Balfour ’as been speechifying on 
the war, but, accordin’ to the Press com- 
ments, p’r’aps it would ’ave been better 
if ’e ’ad remembered that ‘silence is 
golden ”’; ’e’s been rakin’ up the Jameson 
Raid, wen, I shoud say, better let it 
remain buried; ’e sed that it ‘‘com- 
pletely tied the Government’s ’ands,”’ 
wich strikes me as a pore ’xcuse for the 
Government ’avin’ “ put its foot in it” 
with its blundering. 

The Queen is goin’ to visit Netley 
’Orsepital soon, an’ she is arskin’ for 
photygrafts of all ’er Guards that ’ave 
been killed in Africay. No wonder the 
Queen is beloved! There never was a 
more thoughtful lady. 

William the Never-Weary ’as been 
spoutin’ on Socialism; ’e ses it’s “‘ an 
ephemeral phenomenon” (is that a 
biped or a quadruped?), an’ that ‘it 
will die out.”” I ’opes it will; we don’t 
want sich outlandish animals knockin’ 
about. saa B82) 

Belgium is takin’ a leaf out of the 
French book, an’ is dead agin England. 
English travellers there are treated with 
sneers an’ contempt. Moral: Don’t go 
there; we can pocket their insults, but 
don’t let ’em pocket our money. 
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AN DE RS OO N’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” * SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 

- - GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

” ” TAN GLOSS, or 

9 - BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 
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